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way, but soon came back as though afraid the
night sky might tamper with his ripened decision.
Then he slept.

But in the morning, when he awoke, he
actually set off on his long journey. He described
life at Tuorila to Riina and hinted mysteriously
that he would not return empty-handed from his
visit. Riina muttered something about work-
days, the sick child and other such matters, but
finally relapsed into indifference and Juha was
able to embark on his sleep-walker's expedition,
from which he did not wake until he was at
Tuorila.

It was a strange prelude to the new phase
through which long-suffering Juha was still to
pass.

Juha's uncle K. Tuorila had died a highly-
respected farmer and left behind him on the
farm a spirit of enlightened progress with which
the visit of nondescript Juha was wholly incom-
patible.   The estate was being administered by
the heirs.   The young master soon recognized
Juha and carried him off from the kitchen to the
parlour by way of the main entrance.   Just at
that moment the telephone rang in the hall, an
instrument Juha had never seen before at such
close quarters.   A sturdy young gentleman, the
master's brother, came to answer the call.   He
spoke Finnish sure enough, but Juha understood